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| looked myself over in the mirror and sighed. | looked the same as yesterday, and the day before that. It 
wasn't that | was wearing the same clothes, | just looked.. boring. | was plain jane. Only my name isn't jane - it's 


Sarah. 


| had shoulder length brown hair that waved just a little bit, not curly or straight. My eyes were a shocking 
blue that everybody commented on, once they looked past my glasses that was. A small nose and thin lips, 
round jaw line, no definitive cheek bones. | had curves, but what was the point in big boobs or a great ass if 
nobody paid attention? | sighed to myself in my jeans and sweater. | wanted so badly to stand out for my first 
day of college - | was going to Huntington of all places. | could just imagine all the pretty girls and the way 
they'd look at me. | wished more than anything that this year something would change, someone would meet 


me and help me to do something new or drastic. 


With that thought in mind | grabbed my bag and beanie and left to catch my bus. | didn't live in Huntington, 


thank god. | was a couple hours bus journey from the college but | liked the distance cause it meant that | 
could escape my dull life and enter the glamour of the OC. 


As | neared the bus stop just outside of college | noticed all the blonde girls in heels and hot guys with spiked 
hair and tattoos. My stomach churned and | felt like never getting off the bus - there was no way | would fit 
in here at all. A few people got up from their seats and | nervously followed, stepping onto the pavement and 
looking out at the huge campus. It was beautiful and teaming with life - human and animal - lush grass, 
fountains with crystal clear ponds and plenty of trees. | knew | was going to like it there, it was just a matter 


if whether it would like me. 


| walked towards the building with my eyes wide, looking around at the various groups of people. Half of the 
students were double my height and triple as cool. 


"Another three years of life in the background" | sighed to myself. 


The degree | was going to be studying for was in Forensic Psychology, which had been broken down into several 
different topics - Law and The Court, Psychology and Criminology. | was given my timetable during my 
induction to the college a few weeks back so | was hoping to head straight to my first lecture room, | wanted 


to arrive quite early in order to get myself a front seat - it was easier for me to read things up close. 


After a short period of panic and getting lost, | made it to my lecture hall and walked down the stairs to get a 
seat in the second row from the front. | was by myself and had a little time to get sorted, so | pulled out my 
notepad labelled ‘Psychology’ and placed it in front of me, along with my pencil case full of stationary and 
checked my phone. Nothing besides a good luck text from Mom and Dad. 


Soon after | had finished setting up, a few more students trickled in, most of them turning up late once our 
lecture had started. | took notes on everything, using a colour coded system. The visual stuff really helped 
with revision, and mentally noting that | need certain things a certain colour helped me take it all in. | hated 
school because | never had friends like in the movies - my social life was hard - but | honestly loved to learn. 


Psychology was genuinely interesting to me and | took it seriously. 


| only lost focus about a quarter way through the class when the doors flew open and a tall, muscular guy 
strolled in He had tonnes of tattoos and long black hair with sunglasses on. His nose sparkled in the artificial 
lights due to the rebellious ring stuck in the side and his outfit was all black - ripped jeans and a sleeveless 
denim jacket - he'd dressed for a rock concert, not for school. | couldn't help watch him as he took the seat 


furthest back and slumped without a bag or anything. 
This guy was cool. Like, seriously cool. 


| turned back to my books and sighed, thinking how much | wanted to be like him. 


"Freud claimed that all humans had three parts to their psyche - the ID, the Ego and the Super-Ego" | 


answered, receiving a nod from the lecturer to say I'd answered his question correctly before he continued. 


"Check out the brains on that chick!" | heard from above and | swivelled to find that the cool guy who showed 
up late was talking about me to one of his friends. | was both embarrassed and happy that he was talking 
about me, though | wasn't sure if it was positive or not, | was glad of being noticed for once. The day went 
slowly for the most part, | ate my lunch alone on one of the benches near the fish ponds, watching the fish 
swim around. My afternoon lecture was pretty boring, | could never get that guy off my brain the whole time. 


| was hoping he'd be in that lecture too, but no such luck. By the end of the day | was exhausted. 


Once I'd gathered up my stuff inside my bag, | pulled my beanie on my head and slowly walked out. | thought 
about that guy again as | made my way through the corridors. Maybe | should get a nose piercing? 


| didn't get a chance to think that over before losing my footing and face planting the linoleum floor. Ouch. | sat 
up and held my nose to check for blood but nothing was there, just a super numb sensation followed by an 
ache. Lots of people were laughing so | got back up and looked to see what had tripped me only to look into the 
sunglasses of that cool guy again. He smirked and | sighed, brushing my jeans off. 


"Thanks, that was really kind of you." 

"My bad, | thought you'd find it funny." He grinned, his friends were still laughing and | shook my head. 
| don't think a broken nose is funny.” 

"Jeeeez, lighten up a little!" 


| rolled my eyes and turned, walking away humiliated.. 


He's still cool, though. 
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| got home that night and did my homework, then sat on my bed, browsing the internet for videos of nose 
piercings. | wanted to see what it was like, | knew literally nothing about piercings at all - my earlobes were the 


only thing | had pierced and at best | stuck a dangly pair in for big events, else it was plain black studs. 


It seemed okay until | saw a video of someone bleeding out when it was done. Then | got scared and googled 
pictures instead. | really really wanted to do it, but | didn't have the money and my parents definitely wouldn't 
let me get it done. | sighed again and led back. I'd have to do it myself if | was gonna do it and no way was | 
sticking a needle through my own rose, that's just ridiculous. 


My dream of a nose piercing would have to stay just that. There had to be some way | could look different? | 
didn't own a pair of straighteners or curlers, | wore barely any makeup and my clothes.. well, they were really 


my only option 


| jumped up and opened my closet, rifling through the whole thing and pulling everything black out. | had a 
couple of black tops, a pair of jeans and a pair of tights. | looked up how to rip jeans online and shut my room 
door, taking my scissors and hacking away at the knees and thighs. | didn't want the holes to be too big and 
look stupid but by the time | was finished there were about 5 rips on each leg. | then took one of the black 
tops and cut off the sleeves so it was more like a tank top and laid them out as an outfit on the bed. It was 
kinda like what the guy was wearing today, only | needed a jacket and shoes to go with it. 


| smiled and folded the outfit up, deciding to pick out a jacket tomorrow. I'd be looking cooler in no time. 


The next morning | got up and had breakfast as usual, then went up into my room to get ready. | pulled on the 
ripped jeans and newly cut tank top then found myself a grey hoody to wear along with an old pair of black 
vans from when | was about IÐ. | looked cooler than | did yesterday already. | brushed my teeth and combed 
my hair before sitting at my mirror to do my makeup. | smiled to myself and applied some black eyeshadow to 
the outer corners of my eyes, blending it and applying a thick winged eyeliner, finishing with mascara | added 
gloss to my lips and was amazed at how different this new look was. Just before | picked up my bag, | pulled 
on a beanie, but let my bangs hang out slightly. | didn't look boring like yesterday. | looked kinda silly in my own 
opinion, but once I'd talked myself into sort of liking it, | was out the door and getting on the bus. 


| got a mixed reaction on my way to college, some people scowled, others weren't bothered and very few 


smiled at me. | was noticed, that's for sure. 


My first lecture was Criminology so | headed straight there to avoid too much attention To be honest, | was 
worried that | looked stupid. The lecture started as normal, Cool Guy turned up late again and actually looked in 
my direction this time. | looked at my notebook and smiled a little, but only a little ‘cause he did trip me up 
yesterday and | was still kinda humiliated. 


The class went quickly and | packed up my things, walking out for lunch on the grass. | sat beneath a tree by 
myself, eating the pasta salad my Mom had made for me. 


"Dude, it was SO not a touchdown, you were in front of the line!" 
"Who gives a shit? I'm fucking hungry, man!" 

"You're always fucking hungry, fatty!" 

‘lm not fat you asshole!" 


"Shut the fuck up nobody even gives a shit! Fucking a, man!" 


| looked up at the source of obscenities and was greeted by the Cool Guy and his gang of friends from 


yesterday heading in my direction. | raised an eyebrow as they sat in front of me, yelling at each other. 


"Um, hi?" | interrupted. 
"Oh yeah, hey." Cool Guy nodded. "Mind if we hang?" 


"| guess not" | blushed, almost stuttering from shock. 


They wanted to sit with me? 
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"Well that lecture was fucking bullshit, am | right?" Cool Guy continued. 

“Actually it was pretty good, | thought." 

"You're kidding." 

"Not really." 

"Weirdo. What's with the get-up today, too? You were like super nerdy yesterday and now you're all like.. not.” 
"| guess | just fancied a change." | shrugged. He smirked. 

"So you don't wanna look all nerdy anymore?" 

"| wasn't aware that | did, but no." 

"You should do something about your hair. And get something pierced.. Maybe a tattoo." His smirk grew, | was 
sure he was testing me. 


"| did think about a nose piercing" 
He raised an eyebrow and grinned. 


"tll do it.” 

"Do what?" 

"Pierce it" 

"Yeah dude, do it! That'll look fuckin’ awesome!” Another member of his gang chimed in 
"Can you do that?" 

‘Of course! It's easy. | even have a spare stud with me." 

"You mean you're gonna do it right now?" 

"Why not? Scared?" He laughed. 

"N-no." | frowned. 


"Then let me do it, tough girl." 


| paused, glaring at him. If | chickened out, he'd probably never hang out with me again, but if | let him do it 


my parents would kill me.. Then again, it would look really cool. 


"Fine, do it." 

"Yes! This is gonna be sick!" The other guy yelled again All of them seemed excited to watch as Cool Guy 
shuffled closer to me, pulling a safety pin from his jeans and smirking at me. 

He opened it up and knelt in front of me, his face close to mine, and pressed the sharp tip against my nose. 
"Ready?" 


| nodded slightly, taking a deep breath. 


"3,2l" He grinned, pushing the needle through. 


It really hurt and | tried not to let any tears out my eyes. He pulled the needle out and replaced it with a 
silver stud. Ouch, again. 


"How does it look?" | winced. 

"Fucking gnarly!" the tallest of the men grinned. 

"IFs sick, man!" another guy nodded. 

"Really?" 

"You might want a tissue or something though." The shortest piped in. 
"How come?" | asked, feeling something trickle onto my lips. 

"Is bleeding like crazy dude!" Cool Guy laughed. 


"Crap" My eyes went wide and | searched my bag for a tissue to press against it. 


"| can't believe you let him do that, though!" 
"Hardcore, man." 


"Fucking crazy shit" 


"Thanks, | guess." | smiled a bit, still holding that tissue to my nose. It was starting to swell quite badly and the 
bleeding hadn't stopped yet. | had made friends, though. At least, | thought | did. | couldn't be sure they felt 
the same. As | walked back into college | made a side trip to the bathrooms, checking my nose out in the 
mirror and grinning to myself. It looked cool, minus the gross bits. | cleaned off the dried blood and got a clean 
tissue, although the bleeding was minimal now. | headed to my next class feeling a high - | had cool friends! 


My mind was elsewhere during that class, | didn't get there early so | was sat relatively far back and couldn't 
read a thing - by the second slide | was busy thinking of Cool Guy anyway. He was kinda hot, in a rebel bad 


boy way. | smiled to myself and when the lecture was over | hoped I'd run into him again before | left. 


Sure enough, he was stood in the same spot as yesterday, only this time he didn't trip me up. | smiled and 
stopped next to him and his friends, adjusting my beanie. 


"Hey" | started, 

"How's the nose?" Cool Guy smirked, flicking it. 

‘Ow! It was fine until you hit it!" | sighed, holding it. 
"Looks good, though, you should keep it" 

"Thanks, | guess. My parents are going to kill me.” 
"Fuck ‘em, it's your nose not theirs!" He laughed. 


| smiled a little and nodded. 


"So what're your plans for tonight?" 
"Homework, | guess." 

"Fuck homework! Come out with us!" 
"Oh, | don't live here." | sighed. 
"Where do you live?" 


"A couple of hours away." | chuckled. 


"Come back to mine then!" He grinned, chucking his arm around my shoulders. 


"Oh... okay, | guess that'd work." | felt myself getting warmer and he smirked. 

"Awesome! You can probably borrow some of Zacky's girls clothes - you two look the same size." He nodded. | 
looked at ‘Zacky' who nodded as well, he had short black hair with spots of blue and purple in the sides and two 
lip piercings, as well as one in his nose. | smiled at him in thanks and he smiled back sweetly, something | didn't 


expect. 


"Well what the fuck are we waiting for? Lets fucking split!" The most muscular guy yelled, he had a Mohawk 
and shades and quite frankly he intimidated me. 


Turned out Cool Guy lived in a huge house by the beach within walking distance of the college. We all hung out 
in his room for a while and | got to know everyone by name. Cool Guy was called Syn, Zacky's girlfriend was 
called Gena, the scary guy with a Mohawk was Matt or M, his girlfriend was called Val, the shortest dude was 
Johnny and the tallest dude was Jimmy. 


"Beer?" Syn asked me as | sat on the bed. 

"Uh, no thanks." | smiled. 

"Go onl!" 

"| don't really drink” 

"Well tonight you do." He grinned, chucking the bottle at me. 
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| squeaked and caught it, opening it up and taking a tiny sip. It wasn't bad, but | still wasn't a huge fan. 


"So you must be with Syn, huh?" Gena smiled as she and Val sat either side of me. | blushed and shook my 
head. 

"Oh no, no. We're just friends." 

"Ohhh." Val nodded, sharing a look with Gena. 

"So are these the only clothes you have with you?" 

"Yeah, | didn't plan on going out when | packed this morning." | chuckled and the girls grinned. 

"We're gonna dress you up, then!" Val clapped. 


They handed me a pile of clothes after much deliberation between the two of them and sent me to get 
changed in the bathroom. | pulled the clothes apart to take a look and was surprised to find a pair of cut off 
shorts, vertical striped tights and a crushed velvet crop top with long sleeves - all black. | pulled on the tights 
and shorts, then the top, sucking in my tummy a little to inspect myself in the mirror. | looked really cool! 


When | walked out to show it off, the girls squealed and high fived each other, then me. 


"You look hot!" 

"| would!" they giggled and | laughed, too. 

"Thanks." 

"Here are the shoes we think you should wear." Gena smiled, holding out a pair of black suede platform Mary 
Janes. | slipped them on and wobbled a little when | stood straight. 


"Wow, these are pretty high." | laughed. 
"Now you're as tall as Syn!" Jimmy grinned. | smiled and Syn smirked, winking at me and handing me another 


beer. 


About an hour later, we arrived at the club they wanted to go to - they'd told me it was metal night at said 
venue and the Jaegerbombs were cheaper because of this. | followed them in, showing security my ID and 
paying the entry fee, slipping past the huge men. Syn led me to the bar and bought me a Jaegerbomb to try, 
which | loved. Apparently it was something called Jaeger mixed with Red Bull. | ordered myself another before 
we left the bar and followed him to a table. We sat at the table with the others and | downed my shot, Syn 
doing the same but getting up after. 


"| gotta piss, be back in a sec." he grinned, disappearing somewhere else. 


| rolled my eyes at his elegant way with words and then took a look around. Our table was near the back of 
the club so it was darker and less crowded than the rest of the venue. | made small talk with Jimmy until Syn 


got back with an even bigger grin on his face. | raised an eyebrow. 


"What's that face for?" | asked. 
"Come with me." he smirked, taking my elbow and dragging me to another empty table behind our own. We sat 
down again and he pulled out a small bag and waved it discreetly at me. 


"Look what | scored in the bathrooms!" 
| tilted my head, it was white powder - drugs? 


"What is that?" 


"Coke. You wanna try some?" 
| immediately shook my head. 


"No way, that stuff is illegal.. and dangerous." 

"Lighten up a little! Nobody will know, its just a little buzz!" 
"| don't think it's safe." 

"Who gives a shit? Don't be a pussy!" 

"|-| don't even know how-" 


"IIl show you, look..” 


He poured a little out onto the table and shuffled it around with his card, chopping at it every so often before 
arranging it into lines. He pulled a straw from an empty glass and positioned it at the end of one line, holding 
his nose and snorting it up slowly. He scrunched his face up and coughed a little but grinned and handed me 
the straw. 


"Come on, you know you wanna!" 


| sighed, taking the straw and feeling my hands shake a little. | didn't really want to do this, | shouldn't, but | 
wanted him to think | was cool so badly.. 


| leaned forwards with the straw to my nose and pointed at the powder, then counted to 3 in my head. One.. 


two... three... 
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Before | could think about it, | snorted it back and dropped the straw, choking a little. 


"Crap!" | coughed, my eyes watering "That hurts!" 

"Fucking sure it does, you're not supposed to put things in your nose!" he laughed at me and | blinked back my 
watering eyes. 

"Could've warned me!" 

"Where's the fun in that, idiot!?" he smirked, putting the bag back in his pocket and chucking the straw back in 
the glass. 


| gathered myself and stood, feeling a little buzz kick in Things started blurring a little as they moved fast and 
slow. | blinked a couple times and held onto Syn's arm as we sat back at the table with the others, just for 
support. 


Many drinks later and | could barely move, | was trying to dance with Jimmy but his co-ordination was as bad 
as mine. Syn was no good either, he and Johnny were at the bar buying more drinks and the couples were 
busy being couples. For the first time in my life | was clubbing, | was drunk and | was having fun. Three things 


| had no previous experience of - at least, not this kind of fun. 


"You two fucking suck!" Syn yelled at us as he and Johnny came over from the bar. | stopped dancing and 
pouted a little. 

"Are you much better?" 

"No he's fucking shitty, too!" Jimmy laughed, continuing to dance. 


"Shut the fuck up | can dance when | wanna!" 


And as if the dj had heard him, a slow (as slow as metal music could get) song came on, and we all looked at 


Syn expectantly. He sighed. 
"| fucking wish | never said that. Fine, witness a master class in dance!" he finally smirked and pulled me to him. 


"You will be my student cause you're the shittiest one of alll" 


"Whati?" 


He put his arms on my waist and started moving his hips around me, pushing on mine to start me moving too. 
| felt my cheeks go bright, bright red as | awkwardly started doing what he wanted me to. | felt his.. you 
know.. on my butt and cringed a little, but | was actually getting into the rhythm of the song. He turned me to 
face him, pushing on my shoulders lightly. | slowly lowered to the floor as | moved my hips - | felt like a girl 
from a music video - and then pulled myself back up again. Syn had this look on his face and he bit his lip, not 
saying a word. | smiled a little and stopped as the song neared the end, feeling kind of stupid. | got way too into 


that. 


"Fucking get a room already, you two!" Johnny laughed and | rolled my eyes. 

"We don't need a room, he was just teaching me to dance!" 

"Yeah, yeah, we see his fucking boner in his tight ass jeans!" Jimmy grinned and | didn't dare to look, too 
embarrassed to find out if he really did have a ‘boner’. 


"Fuck off Jimmy, | don't see you dancing with any girls" 
"Watch this!" he smirked and grabbed Johnny, grinding into him. | burst out laughing and Syn grinned a litte. 


It was around 3am when we left the club, slowly stumbling in the direction of Syn's house again. | was so 


exhausted but in a good way. We came to the coastline and | gasped. 


"Can we walk on the sandl? PLEASE." | begged Syn, who shrugged and crossed the road to the beach. | followed 
with a grin on my face, pulling off the heels | was wearing and stepping into the cool sand. | looked around 
myself for a second and sighed, wishing | lived there. My heart started to sink when | looked at Syn, and his 
amazing rock and roll lifestyle by the beach in his big house with all his cool friends. | had never had anything 


like that and it was likely that | never would. | felt a big wave of sadness take over and just like that my night 
felt ruined. 


"What're you frowning at?" he raised his eyebrow at my sudden glumness. 

"| feel sad." 

"Ah, you're experiencing the come down" 

"How long does that last?" 

"Not long.. what's on your mind?" 

"You're like a rockstar, you live this awesome rock and roll lifestyle.. you're so cool.” 
"Well, thanks... | guess." He smiled and put his arm over my shoulders. 

"That's okay." | giggled. 

"You're not so bad yourself, nerd" He smirked at me and | felt better instantly. 


“Thanks, | guess." 


"That's okay." 
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| woke up on the floor fully clothed and covered by a big black hoodie. | squinted in the sun and sat up, looking 
for anyone else around the room. My head was throbbing and my mouth was dry, my stomach wasn't feeling 


great either. 


"Hello?" | croaked, seeing a hand wave from on top of the bed lazily. 
"What time is it?" | asked again. 
"Too early, that's what time it is." 


| rolled my eyes at Syn and checked the time on my phone. 


"Crap, it's almost Ill" | groaned. 

"Why do you care?" 

"We're late for college." 

"Fuck college, aren't you hungover?" 
"Yeah, but-" 

"Then why do you wanna go to college?" 
“Because |-" 

"You don't. You just don't. Trust me. Go back to sleep." 
"l'm on the floor." 

"Didn't bother you last night" 

"It bothers me now." 

"Fucking get in the bed then’ 

"You're in the bed." 

"So? You're skinny, you'll fit." 


| took a second to gather my bearings and then slowly crawled towards the bed, | could see now that he was 
sprawled across it like he had just fell in it. He probably did. | climbed in and he rolled over a little, giving me a 
small spot near the edge. | squeezed in and sighed. 


"My parents are going to kill me." 

Syn turned to face me, barely keeping his eyes open to smirk and put his arm across my stomach. 
"You're right, you should just never go home." 

"You're kidding, right?" 

"Fucking duh." 

"Idiot." 

"Nerd." 


| rolled my eyes and then shut them, smiling a little. Before | knew it | had fallen back to sleep. 


"Sarah, this is Mom and Dad. Pick up your phone, where are you? Call us back as soon as you get this." 


| groaned and picked my phone up from the bedside table. It was 3pm and I'd slept right through the day. | 
pushed Syns arm off me and sat up, rubbing the bridge of my nose and swallowing loudly. 


My parents had tried to call me several times throughout the day. | called the house phone and put the phone 


to my ear. 


"Hello?" 

"Hi Mom, it's me," 

"Oh thank god, where have you been!?" 

"| stayed at a friends house yesterday, | didn't feel well today so they said | could stay til | felt better." 
"We were worried sick! Why didn't you tell us where you were going?" 

‘lm sorry, | forgot. I'l be coming home soon, | just gotta get my stuff together." 

‘Okay sweetie, would you like us to come and get you?" 

"No it's fine, | can take the bus." 

"Okay, well see you later, then" 

"Bye, love you." 


"Love you" 

| hung up and stretched, hearing a snigger from besides me. | raised an eyebrow. 
"Love you mommy!" Syn mocked me and | rolled my eyes at him. 

"Whatever. | need to get changed." 


"Feel free." He shrugged, turning over. 


| was about to protest, but then realised | was too hungover to get up and walk to the bathroom anyway. | 
found my clothes from yesterday and took Gena's off before pulling on my own again. 


| brushed my hair and took off my makeup, standing up from the bed and yawning. 

"Can | go get a glass of water?" 

"Sure" 

"Thanks" 

| quietly walked downstairs, finding my way to the kitchen, | briefly remembered it's location from when we 
first arrived at his house the night before. After a search through several cupboards, | found a glass and 


poured some water in it, taking a sip. 


It definitely made me feel human again 


